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was then under the hands of her hair-dresser. The Countess re-
ceived him with kind words and looks; but it vexed him to see
Philina kneeling at her chair, and playing a thousand fooleries.
" The poor child," said the Baroness, " has just heen singing to
us. Finish the song you were in the midst of; we should not
like to lose it.'*
Wilhelm listened to her quavering with great patience* heing
anxious for the friseur's departure before he should begin to read.
They offered him a cup of chocolate, the Baroness herself handing
him the biscuit. Yet, in spite of these civilities, he relished not
his breakfast; he was longing too eagerly to lay before the lovely
Countess some performance that might interest and gratify her.
Philina too stood somewhat in his way; on former occasions,
while listening to him, she had more than once been troublesome.
He looked at the friseur with a painful feeling, hoping every mo-
ment that the tower of curls would be complete.
Meanwhile the Count came in, and began to talk of the fresh
visitors he was expecting, of the day's occupations or amusements,
and of various domestic matters that were started. On his retir-
ing, some officers sent to ask permission of the Countess to pay
their respects to her, as they had to leave the Castle before din-
ner. The footman having come to his post at the door, she per-
mitted him to usher in the gentlemen.
The Baroness amid these interruptions gave herself some
pains to entertain our friend, and showed him much considera-
tion ; all which he accepted with becoming reverence, though not
without a little absence of mind. He often felt for the manu-
script in his pocket; and hoped for his* deliverance every instant.
He was almost losing patience, when a man-milliner was intro-
duced, and immediately began without mercy to open his papers,
bags and bandboxes; pressing all his various wares upon the
ladies, with an importunity peculiar to that species of creature.
The company increased. The Baroness cast a look at Wil-
helm, and then whispered with the Countess: he noticed this,
but did not understand the purpose of it. The whole, however,
became clear enough, when, after an hour of painful and fruitless
endurance, he went away. He then found a beautiful pocket-
book, of English manufacture, in his pocket. The Baroness had
desirously put it there without his notice; and soon afterwards
the Countess's little Black came out, and handed him an elegantly
flowered waistcoat, without very clearly sayiug whence it came.

